





The Tragedie 

Ifheauen haue any grecuous plague in ftore, 

Exceeding thofe that I can. wifh vpon thee: 

O let them kecpc it till thy finnes be lipe* 

And ihen hurie do-wne their indignation 
On thee the croubler of the poore worlds peace? 

The worme ofconfcienceftill begnaw thy foule, 

Thy friends fufpeft for traitors while thou liueft. 

And take deepe traitors for thy deareft friends, 

No fleepe clofe vp that deadly eye of thine, 

VnlefTe it be whileft fometormenting dreanic 
AflFi ights thee, with a hell ofvgly ciiuels* 

Thou e'uifh mas kc,abortiue rooting hog. 

Thou that waft feald in thy natmitie 
The flauc ofnature,and the fonne of hell, 

Thouflaundcr of thy mothers heauie wombe, 

Thou lothcd i(Iue of thy fathers loy ncs * 

Thou rag of honour, thou decefted,&c* 

Glo. Margaret* 

Q** M. Richard. G lo< Ha. 

Q«. M \ I call thee not. 

Glo. T hen I crie thee inercie:for I had thought 
Thou liadft cald me all thefe bitter names. 

Q*. M . Why Co I did, bur lookt for no replie. 

© let me make the period to my curfe* 

Glo. Tis done by me, and ends in Margaret, 

Q#* Thus haue you breathed your curfe agamit your 
Q^JM. Poore painted Queene, vaineflomifhofniy for* 
Why ftrcwft thou fuger on that bottled fpider, (tunc: 

Whofe deadly web enfnaKth thee about? 
Foole,foole,thou whetft a knife to kill thy folfe* 

The time will come when thou (halt wifti for me, 

To helpe thec cuifc that poifoned buncbbackttoade* 

H *ft. Falfe boadmg woman,end thy frantike curfe* 
Leaft to thy harme thou moue our patience* 

M . Foule fhame vpon you, you haue all mouM nr ae> 
Rt. Were you well feru 3 d you would be taught your d ty. 
M ♦ To ferue me well 3) ou all fhould do me cluuc, 
Teach me to be your Queensland yon my fubiefts: 
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of Richard the third . 

O ferue me well, and teach yours felucs that dutic. 

Dorf DifpUtc not with her, fhc islunatique* 

Q J\ 4 . Peace Maft er Marques, you arc malapert, 

Your fire- new ftampe of honour is fcarfe currant: 

O that your yong nobilitic could iudge. 

What t were to loofc it and be miferablc; 

The)' that ftand high, haue many blafts to (hake them. 
And if they fail,they daih themfelues to peeces. 

Glo. Good counfell mary,lcarnc it,learne it Marques* 
Dor . It touchcth you (my Lo:) as much as me. 

Glo. Y ea,and much more, but I was borne fo high, 

Our aiery buiideth in the Cedars top. 

And dallies with the windc,and fcornes the funne. 

Q u. M . And tomes the funne to fhade,alas, alas, 

Witnes my fonne>now in the ftiade of death, 

Whofe bright outlining beanies, thy cloudic wrath, 

Hath in ctcrnall darkenefTe foulded vp: 

Your aiene buiideth in our airies neft, 

O God that feed it, do not fuffer it: 

As it was wonne with b!oud,loft be it fo*. 

Bucl^ Haue done for ihame,if not for charitie# 

M, Vrge neither charitie nor fliame to me, 

V ncharitably with me haue you dealt, 

Andfhamc folly by you my hopes arc butcherd , 

My charitie is outrage, life my fhame, 

And in my fhame ftill line my forro wes rage* 

Bhc\. Haue done* 

O Princely Buckingham, I will kifle thy hand, 

In figne of league andamilic with thee: 

Now fake befall thee>and thy Princely houfe* 

Thy garments are not fpotted with out bloud. 

Nor thou within the compalFe of my curfe* 

Buck. Nor no one here, for curfes neuer paftc 
The lips ofthofe rhat breath them in the aire. 

Qi. Ilenotbeleeuebutthcy afeend theskic. 

And there awake Gods gentle fieepmg peace* 

O Buckingham beware of yonder dog. 

Lookc when he fuwnes,he bites, and when he bites* 
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